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E Gentle Sphears 3 £5 fniot 21d icr of 
Ceaſe now your wonted ltd;  C1' 225182 
POPE. Reſt and Vie hllir Y622222 199 erls gaie ade 

; Nought now remains for Comfort Raft Ns) :nitholf 

But a free vent to our jull ſotitce/of grith.2? 2" 1.12 fAWR HT 

C-” An untaught Groan beſt labguage i is, 
For fuch a diſmal! Scene as This, 180Ww 1£21! 5 0 384 W 
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Yet m4 J glo'! bw OD or 35:1 ou fit ma :9ul2 "ou £3812 3 WI 
In fokreft Ka © JngT 2 = er 2691qt wor 
| How the Lov'd Serephoy hg bow lance” _ 
Tell 4” admiring Weir 7 He, 
He5 37h charnd $a Ad Gy ” 20" « eelnatlged? 27 Ne awoM 
; How oft you' ve e envy x at tthe pra” he won, 
5 Yet ſmil'd to feey Li 2 Rs out = 
fo Tel ap 12 4 - ſich as 1b: 19 Toh 11 
Was us'd to charrh us 5 Vihar bow, that eY one ; Harmony: 
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To warble forth ' an Elegy 21p5lge v1: 2D F- 


Sacred to his MAR ho a0 OY Won 91395 
Nothing += <a w0t erin von 31210 74 3 
The Swain can ne'Te £9huro to iſagin.,, t 21:5V 991t & 3uf7 
2s Ik 1079 3d eubinu oA ep 4 
What do I hear, Is rh ood at 
What Sights, what Srriks, har melancholy Monat, _ 
| | the Penfive Plainh, DA ar 
5 And wary 05g proatts PITLOCTIE:L of the repder x _ Wang, , 26. ofl1 
J _ "Tis for Strephoy Dead and gone. 
= Mourn all ye Shepherds, mourn with me your Maſhrs Fl 
| _ _ With me attend his Funeral, os 
3 | With meadgry hsHerſe 


461 15.6. 


Þ With never fadeing Garland, never dyipg Verſe. e oo 7 
=: ' _ Ales! no Sounds 5 will now prevail, PE 
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| Fo To tell cheir melaocholy Tale, 
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He their dull numbers/conkddvinſpiuay? [u02 wid 25 1 
With charming Voiceh aadveuncfabribotegs 9518) ho 

He life to all, but to hizhfelf coaldnghvej 255-1 11502 Its 10% 

No longer now the Swain wt wich drheripiey, 57 Aid 
Their Arms a croſb;their tao ching! downpw vyo!T 
Their; Oatdft>Pipesy befides whe thrown, :} 910; ON {19 1 

Eheic” (Flouks :negleftell Ihdiys 29207) [7 rot end 910m of 

Ev'n Pa» himfelf orewhelm'd with'grief, has thrown his Pipeaway; 

vi. Vert 91 197 waht 20 eno2 of 
See Love himfelf all bath'd in T earh,2! 341 3:1 

His Bow he brakesj/uway his Darts Mas off1 28 26510. 

Then folds his Armgp"and>tadgs his rodpagg Wideyn2 9 32-1 

Venus her #olf doſe 'rnhoargte frere appanis] 1c 2 00 bnV. 

No longer now ſhe thinks hw" ſelfſevgs, ©? Wo, 

But ſighing from her. 'hrons.dodNaUewhi; 3 

Her greatneſs canes tongreadiire v2 7. 07 12vmn wort 

Since it's fupporters ta and! gohs;* 7 21d voy 20 

Since that the tunefilSrrephowy Bal nk ods tf ot] 

| Now ſilent lyes his Lyre, - 20 Thu 3s 210175 511 2w va 
No longer warrfis otir hearts into deſitg! 2t!1 +. 02 11 oo oth 
For dead is he who could our Paſfiotts thidygg?!: bs 512 18 512.t ts 
| Who beſt could gentle'thoughtsinbping | vd 1 i 2.7 

' Who beſt could fan the amofousfey'is 01 10T 3 army). 
Make us at once fubmir,* and own the/Pow't of Lovye:: > Ds 150A 

V. 
Gone is the glory of our| Age, 
+ The. Pride and Darling of the Stage. 
The Theatre his worth well knew, 


Saw how by him it's greatneſs grew. 
| 7 ol 


Ince dead is He whe made alitibfoabat ting tins raid al 
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In kim their honour Pride and Gloryliv'dyc! 1» | f ci bes! 
Far as his Soul they now! are fled, ': 1: [1 - ds £: 
And ſcarce can ſoondr/be-vettiev'd; 'o7 2 077 
For all their hopes in hini /are deade;./  ] ,//: 
Whitft he vouchſafd to ſtay below 

- They wereeoo bleſt bog toicontinue fa, 
Bur oh! no more the manefu] Sraphon's Songs they”! hear, 
No more his joyful Notes will. glad the wondring Theatre, 
Neuaeagd wird V1. 
Ye Sons of Phebas write his Elegy 
But let it be | 
Great as the SubjeRt; fad = ihe; 
Let every-Muſe his Praiſe aloud: proclaum T 
And to the diſtant Palgs, let Echo ſpread his Fame. -- 
Write, Epicaphs chat ſo _ /* 
The. world: may know,:-.; 
How much to him ev'n;Pottry.did owe, - 
For you but fay, "tis he that makes'you ſing, 

His Art the Embrio Wo Aki 
By us the Muſe at firſt conceives, 'tis true! . 

He makes it fit to ſee the light, that gift to-him we owe; 

Naked at firſt and rugged they appear, , 
But when by him adora'd they be, 

Afﬀume a Pomp and. Bravery, 
Nor necd they longer bluſh to reach a Praces Ear. 


VII. | 
© #/pptow right are the La of Pats, +... I 
>. And' how ſevere the black | | 
mu *: Far nothing, nothing here is free, - 
-"4= But all muſt enter th' Adamantine Gate... 
: - +, The Great, the Good, the Juſt, nay all, 7 ane 
£ / To Natures dark retireing Room, - 
| EIS He! he! alas is gone, A. 
Whoſe gentle Airs did make our Numbers live, 
Who Immortality could give, / 
His Soul to't's firſt aboade away is flown, 
Blaſted areall our Glories now, | 
Our Lawrels wither as they grow, 
The Muſe her ſelf forſakes us too. 
Come then, come quickly come, 
Let's pay our tears. for ofÞrings at his Tomb. ERn 
Let us not-trive, who beſt deſervesthe Bays, 
He that grieves moſt, beſt claims the Higheſt Praiſe, 
OS Et 1. 
Ariſe ye bleſt Inhabitants above, 166 X ; 
From your immortal Seats ariſe; x 
Andon our. Wonder, on our Love, | 
Gaze with aſtoniſh'd eyes ; 
Ariſe, Ariſe, make'room, 
The wiſt'd for ſhade is come ; 
Wo and yur ow ropere 
Choriter, 


if Meet RE. ſuch as you ſing, 
Before the throne of the Eternal King, - ; 
With welcomes let th Etherial Palace ring, 
Welcome the Gardian Angel fays, 
Full of Songs, - and full of Bays,;; . 
Welcome thouart to me, 
And to theſe Regions of Serenity ; 
Welcome the winged Choire reſounds, 
While with loud Euges all the facred place abounds. 
Low now above he chants Eternal Lays 
Above our wonder, and our Praiſe. 
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